172                        TIME     RUNS     OUT
France's own prisoners, the former French leaders
arrested by the new French Government when the Germans
broke through, were until their trial confined at Portalet,
which is a fort near the Pyrenees. They were under guard
and unable to communicate with one another or with the
outside world : ex-Premiers Daladier, Paul Reynaud, and
Leon Blum, ex-Interior Minister Georges Mandel, and ex-
commander in chief General Maurice Gamelin. I couldn't
get permission to interview them, although the Vichy Press
Office was surprisingly apologetic.
The marshal says they " lived comfortably."
Germany is interested in the forces for propaganda
represented by these trials. For home consumption, Ger-
many is meticulously replaying Franco-German history in
reverse. Of course, the Nazis did this in the dining-car at
Compiegnein 1940.
With late information on the British-African situation,
and timing it to a " T." Herr Otto Abetz, murderer and
thief, now German ambassador to Paris, one of the five top
men in the Nazi hierarchy, used the Huntziger funeral as
the occasion to move in on Vichy. He had all the strings in
his stubby fingers.
Resplendent, if not bizarre, in his Nazi finery, Abetz
arrived from Paris with his entourage in a shining black
fleet of fourteen Maybach-Zeppelin limousines. The motor-
cycle riders of the Marshal's Guard, two hundred strong,
were sent to escort him from the Line of Demarcation.
Next to Goering, Abetz has done more pioneering in the way
of uniforms than any of the other Nazi chieftains. His
azure overcoat has the cut of Hindenburg's, but the lapels
part company with the old field-marshaPs taste and intro-
duce the novelty of pale pink. He wears a dress sword on
a handsome belt, and a polite little dagger it is.
Abetz has a round face. It is soft and flabby, until you
get to the eyes. His eyes are hard and sharp. They are small
and close to his nose, and they dart and shift like a troubled
ferret^ His hands are pudgy and seem to sweat. He bites
his nails to the quick. His smile is a smirk, and his teeth are
bad. His voice is pompous and flat.
" I was Huntziger's friend," he told me in a grandiose
way the moment I saw him at Vichy. This was a simple lie.